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| Wanna Be Your Dog 


Author's Notes: 
Its been a long while since my last GnR fiction | hope this one is fun to read! 


"So.. What's the problem?" 

"Why do you ask?," Duff asked as he stubbed out his cigarette in the overflowing ashtray. 
"Cause you look like someone who has a problem," Izzy replied. 

Duff shrugged and glanced away, looking like a kicked puppy. 

"Nothing you can fix." 

"You sure?" 


"| blew it," Duff sighed. 


"You blew what, or who, exactly?" 
"Ah! Ah! With Laurie. It was her birthday today." 
"And you forgot, of course. Classic," Izzy srickered. 


"No, | remembered. | got her a gift. | didn't even steal it. Shit, | worked extra shifts at the restaurant for one 
month to pay for it!" 


Duff was definitely upset. 


"Okay. So.. Where did you go wrong? You asked her to fuck before you gave her the gift? Chicks don't like 
that" 


The bassist didn't answer and threw a small square gift box in Izzy's direction. The box ended up on the couch. 


Izzy looked at it and then at his bandmate. 
"You can open it," Duff said. 


Izzy grabbed the box, lifted the lid and looked inside at the content. He pulled out a leather collar with a small 


medal on it. 

"That was for her?" 

"She always talks about her dog and gets him stuff and gifts and whatever. | thought she'd get the joke." 
Izzy looked more closely at the collar medal and saw it had been engraved. 

wanna 

be your 

dog 

The guitarist chuckled and put it back in the box. 

"You bought her a dog collar and she didn't appreciate? That bitch." Izzy teased. 

‘It was for her dog, not for her! She didn't get it. Then when | said | would wear it instead, she got even more 
mad at me for not getting her a real present, and reusing the present she didn't want in the first place 


anyway, and told me to get the fuck out" 


"Poor baby." 


"I can't even return it because it's engraved and they won't take it back. You know how much it cost me?" 


Izzy picked up the collar again and brushed his fingers over it. It was a nice smooth black leather one with a 


silver buckle and a matching silver medal at the front. 

"You think my sense of humor is really shitty?," the bassist asked. 

"Nah... She takes herself too seriously. It was a funny idea, in a slightly fucked up way but funny nevertheless.” 
"Yeah, | guess. | told her it was a love song but she didn't believe me. She doesn't know The Stooges." 

"No humor and doesn't know Iggy Pop? Good riddance, if you ask me." 

| wasn't asking you." 

"Well, you should ‘cause your taste in women is obviously fucking bad," the guitarist concluded. 

Izzy glanced back at Duff before walking towards the mirror in the hallway. He gathered his hair on one side 
and put the collar he was still holding in his hand around his neck. He buckled it and then made it turn around 
his neck to have the buckle at the back and the medal in the front. He took a few steps back and smiled at 
himself. 

"| like it. Ill wear it" 

Duff snorted and looked at him in disbelief. Izzy turned a little to look at Duff. 


"What? | really like it. Besides, now you're single.. Who's gonna be your dog?," Izzy added with a smirk 


The bassist approached and looked him up and down. Izzy sure looked fine with the black collar, his black shirt 
half open and his skinny black jeans. 


"You wanna be my what?," Duff asked half-seriously. 
Izzy leaned against the wall next to the mirror and stared at Duff with his best bedroom eyes. 
"You heard me...” 


Duff didn't know whether the guitarist was toying with him or not because for the time being, he looked very 


serious but that was the trouble with Izzy. You never really knew. 
"| don't like to see you heartbroken," the guitarist added. 


Duff was still not convinced. He moved closer and touched the medal of the collar. He tugged at it gently a few 


times before giving it a stronger pull which forced Izzy's neck and head to jerk forward. His face was now just 


an inch away from Duff 

"Shit, Izz.. You're starting to turn me on like this" 

"Good.. ‘cause l'm kinda turned on too." 

"You're high," Duff said as he admired Izzy's beautifully dilated pupils. 

"Yeah, that too. But when ain't I?," Izzy chuckled 

"You're pulling my leg’ 

"You think so?" 

Izzy kept eye contact with Duff but his hands landed on Duff's belt and pulled at it 

As Duff was about to say or do something, they both heard the entrance door slamming close. 

"Holy shit! | hate my lifel," Axl roared as he stormed inside. 

He didnt even pay attention to the fact that Duff was almost pressed against Izzy in the corridor or that he 
was holding him by the medal of his collar - and yes, he seemed to have completely overlooked the fact that 
Izzy was wearing a dog collar to start with. He walked right by them and went into the kitchen 

Duff gave a worried look at Izzy who didn't seem bothered by their singer's return 

"We don't have any more beers?," Axl yelled from the kitchen 

"Look in the fridge," Izzy said nonchalantly. 

"| am looking in the fridge. | don't see any" 

"Then that means we don't have any more beer," Izzy answered 

"Shut your smart mouth up, will you?," Axl said as he walked out of the kitchen and stopped in the corridor. 


Duff had taken a few steps back from the guitarist but he was still pretty much staring at Izzy who in turn 


looked very composed and relaxed. 
"Why are you two standing there looking at me?" 


"Huh..," Duff didn't know what to answer and stupidly blushed. 


"You interrupted us," Izzy plainly said. 
"And what did | actually interrupt?," Axl asked 

"A dog adoption process," Izzy replied. 

Axl looked at him without understanding. Duff shyly smiled and looked at his boots and Izzy just grinned 
"What the hell are you on today, Izz?" 


Izzy bursted out into laughter and walked away, but not without winking at the bassist, leaving Axl fairly 
puzzled and Duff half aroused but totally confused. 


"What's with him?," Axl asked Duff. 
"Don't know... | think he's high." 
"Jeez, Duff.. You're such a genius sometimes!" 


Axl went to the living room and then turned back and peaked his head into the corridor again, catching Duff 
before he'd get upstairs. 


"Oh, and.. | don't know what you two were talking about before | arrived but no dog in the house, ok?" 


Duff rolled his eyes at Axl's comment and walked up the stairs. Maybe he could continue the dog adoption 


process with Izzy... 


